CHAPTER

I HAVE already mentioned the Canadians, and before
I leave behind those four years of war I should like to
recall a few of my experiences with Dominion troops.
These incidents, though perhaps slight in themselves, show
how very much the Empire was in it. As for the Canadians,
abler pens than mine have extolled their magnificent fighting
qualities.   I can only echo their praises and confirm them
in the light of my own experience*
My mind goes back to a morning at Popperhinge, Our
battery was resting at the time, and I had had a pass to go
into the town, which by this time was undergoing heavy
shell-fire at intermittent intervals. One of the things that
struck me most forcibly (as indeed it did every man who
had fought in France and Belgium) was the remarkable way
in which the civilian population in areas under constant
bombardment continued to pursue their normal life as far
as was possible. This was certainly true of Popperhinge,
where business was, if not * as usual/ very nearly so,
On the morning in question I was actually looking for a
Naafi canteen but came to rest in a cafe instead. I can
remember its name, it was the Cafe Marie, heavily sand-
bagged outside but gaily decorated within. Here at least
Monsieur was carrying-on with a stout heart and fine
courage. It was, in fact, just the place for a soldier.
Madame greeted me with a great show of affection and
led me, downstairs to a basement, formerly used for storage,
as she explained, but now fitted up as a restaurant My
fingers were almost blue with cold as I ordered a coffee
cognac. Looking round the room, I saw that I was not
completely alone. In the far corner, sat a solitary figure
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